To the Truly Noble Knight,
SIR    EDWARD    BUSHELL.

I OUR candid censure of some unworthy
poems which I have presented to the
world, long since made me your servant
in my thoughts, and being unwilling to
rest long -in the silent contemplation of
your nobleness, I presumed at last to
send this comedy, to kiss your hand, as
the first degree to my greater happiness in your more par-
ticular knowledge of me. It wanted no grace on the stage ;
if it appear acceptable to you in this new trim of the press,
it will improve abroad, and you oblige the author to
acknowledge a favour beyond the first applause. Pardon
the rudeness of my public address to you, in the number of
many whom with more excuse I might have interrupted.
I am bold, but your mercy will incline you not to despise
these (at the worse) but errors of my devotion, and the weak
expression of his service whose desires are to be known,

Your true honourer,

JAMES SHIRLEY.